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THIS  IS  HOW  I  PRAY. 


I  open  wide  this  temple  soul  and  claim 
Thy  searching  gaze  of  all  this  mental  realm, 
Wind  of  God !  sweep  through  this  wide  domain, 
That  I  may  pray. 

I  will  not  bring  a  single  deep  desire, 
Thy  presence  shall  my  very  soul  inspire, 
Consuming  carnal  clouds  with  holy  fire, 
That  I  may  pray. 

Thou  comest  not  alone,  but  with  Thee  bring 
A  train  of  gifts  which  make  my  heart  to  sing, 
So  that  I  mount  as  on  an  eagle's  wing, 
In  wordless  prayer. 

I  welcome  thee!    'Tis  all  I  can  receive, 
Having  Thee,  'tis  all  that  Thou  canst  give, 
Divided  not,  Thou  comest  home  to  live 
A  life  of  prayer ! 

Enrich,  enlarge,  expand  this  growing  soul. 
Horizon  widens  as  I  search  the  whole, 
fiales  of  grace  urge  to  final  goal, 
With  ceaseless  prayer. 
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SALUTATION. 


The  thoughts  which  find  expression  in  these 
pages  are  never  far  from  the  precincts  of  pri- 
vate personal  prayer.  They  skim  the  face  of 
the  waters  moved  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  they 
hover  near  the  mountain  breast,  the  place  cf 
the  Most  High,  they  try  to  discover  the  hiding 
place  of  that  pavilion  which  veils  the  com- 
mander of  the  spiritual  forces  of  the  universe. 

The  thirst  remains,  the  harvest  is  scanty,  the 
gathered  grapes  are  few,  only  the  fringe  of  the 
garments  of  prayer  have  been  touched ;  the 
semaphores  from  the  shoulder  of  the  everlasting 
hills  have  dimly  indicated  the  soul  of  things. 
Gleams  of  summer  lightning  have  been  regis- 
tered, but  not  classified,  our  patient  ears  have 
gathered  but  fitful  vibrations,  our  powers  of  vis- 
ion reach  the  vanishing  point  before  the  goal 
is  touched.  We  sail  under  jury-masts  with 
limited  canvas ;  only  this  is  sure :  the  wind 
blows  fair  and  the  pilot  is  on  board. 

"And  when  before  the  throne  I  kneel, 

Hear  from  the  throne  of  grace  my  prayer  ; 

And  let  each  hope  of  heaven  I  feel, 

Burn  with  the  thought  to  meet  Thee  there, 

Beamsville,  Ont.,  March  1907. 


3 


These  mysterious  yearnings  are  the  echoes 
from  the  eternal  hills;  they  reach  articulation 
in  prayer.  We  cannot  alter  them,  we  may  elicit 
them,  and  by  pure  attention  enter  into  their  joy. 

What  is  prayer?  Is  it  a  cry  out  of  an  empty 
heart,  or  an  echo  out  of  a  full  one?  Is  it  a  sup- 
plication or  a  celebration,  an  application  or  a 
response?  Remmber  this:  God  is  first.  He 
gives,  I  receive.  He  speaks,  I  hear.  He  tunes 
the  heart  like  a  harp,  touches  it,  and  I  respond. 
The  mother  hides  the  gift  where  the  child  may 
find  it,  so  as  to  increase  the  joy ;  we  turn  a  cor- 
ner in  a  street  of  life,  and  find  what  we  never 
dreamed  of.  We  find  what  was  placed  there  by 
design.  We  have  the  finder's  joy,  which  in- 
creaseth  the  value — we  did  not  seek,  but  we 
found.  "I  am  found  of  them  that  sought  Me 
not." — Isa.  65,  1. 

Look  at  that  mother  praying  for  her  boy. 
She  thinks  her  heart  is  empty;  it  is  full.  She 
thinks  she  is  originating;  she  is  really  gathering 
in  the  results  of  a  divine  transaction.  "Before 
they  call  I  will  answer,  and  while  they  are 
speaking  I  will  hear." — Isa.  65,  24. 

I  asked  a  good  man  what  was  prayer?  He 
replied,  "Man  speaking  to  God."  True,  but 
that  is  only  half,  the  smallest  half  ;  the  biggest 
half  is  God  speaking  to  man.  It  is  a  great  and 
emancipating  thought  that  God  speaks  in  man. 
He  speaks  not  as  a  voice  from  without,  but  aa 
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a  voice  from  within.  It  is  a  revelation  adapted 
and  related  to  the  capacity  of  man.  He  speaks 
to  men  through  their  experience,  and  He  does 
so  now  as  readily  as  He  ever  did. 

How  blindly  men  go  on,  "they  know  not  what 
a  day  may  bring  forth."  Revelation  comes  not 
by  human  appointment,  it  is  intensely  and  se- 
verely personal.  It  was  so  in  the  experience  of 
Samuel ;  with  calmest  dignity  the  child  said  on 
his  lonely  bed,  "Speak,  for  Thy  servant  hear- 
eth."— I.  Sam.,  3,  10. 

"It  was  so  with  Daniel.  "And  I  Daniel  alone 
saw  the  vision,  for  the  men  that  were  with  me 
syw  not  the  vision;  but  a  great  quaking  fell 
upon  them,  so  that  they  fled  to  hide  themselves, 
therefore  I  was  left  alone." — Dan.  10,  7. 

It  was  so  with  Paul.  "They  that  were  with 
me  saw  indeed  the  light  and  were  afraid,  but 
they  heard  not  the  voice  of  Him  that  spake  to 
me/'— Acts  22,  9. 

This  inward  voice  moved  Elisha  at  the  plow. 
Amos  with  his  herd.  Peter  with  nis  boats  and 
nets. 

This  inward  turning  of  the  mind  towards  God 
is  when  we  are  secretly  touched  and  awakened 
by  the  light  of  Christ  in  the  conscience,  and  so 
bowed  down  under  the  sense  of  its  iniquities, 
I'll  worthiness  and  misery,  it  looks  up  to  God, 
it  breathes  towards  Him,  and  is  constantly 
breathing  forth  some  secret  desires  and  aspira- 
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tions  towards  Him.  The  right  prayer  comes 
from  God  as  well  as  it  goes  to  Him.  It  is,  in 
fact,  His  way  of  conversing  with  us. 

Oft  these  earnest  longings 
Swell  within  my  breast — 

Yet  their  inner  meaning 
Ne'er  can  be  expressed. 

Prayer  is  the  health  of  the  Spirit's  life.  The 
gifts  of  Christ  take  the  form  of  pleading  power, 
they  are  mere  echoes  of  the  rumble  which 
swells  from  the  everlasting  hills;  the  speaker  is 
veiled,  the  voice  is  heard,  the  meaning  is  warm 
and  welcome. 

In  quietude  Thy  spirit  grows 
In  man,  from  hour  to  hour; 
In  calm  eternal,  onward  flows 
Thy  all  redeeming  power. 

Lord  grant  my  soul  to  hear  at  length 

Thy  deep  and  silent  voice, 
To  work  in  stillness,  wait  in  strength, 

With  calmness  to  rejoice. 

How  slow  of  heart  we  are  to  realise  the 
power  of  the  Master's  words:  "Ask  and  it  shall 
be  given  you;  seek,  and  ye  shall  find;  knock, 
and  it  shall  be  opened.  For  everyone  that  ask- 
eth  receiveth,  and  he  that  seeketh  findeth,  and 
to  him  that  knocketh  it  shall  be  opened. — Matt, 
7,  7-8. 
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Straight  from  the  throne  my  prayer  conies  down, 
My  cry  goes  up  in  quick  refrain; 
Swifter  than  gleam  of  tempest  light, 
I  reach  the  center  clothed  in  white; 

In  resurrection  power  is  mine, 
I  float  on  wings  of  life  divine. 

How  sublime  is  the  contact  of  the  soul  with 
(rod!  Moses  said,  4 'Show  me  Thy  glory." 
Isaiah  said,  "I  am  undone  for  mine  eyes  have 
seen  the  King/'  Ezekiel  said,  "The  heavens 
were  opened  and  I  saw  visions  of  God."  Daniel 
said,  "I  saw  in  the  visions  of  my  head  upon  my 
bed  and  behold  a  watcher  and  an  holy  one  came 
down  from  heaven." 

"When  thou  prayest  enter  into  thy  closet, 
and  when  thou  hast  shut  the  door,  pray  to  thy 
Father  which  is  in  secret,  which  seeth  in  se- 
cret. What  dost  the  Father  see?  He  sees  a 
personality.  He  sees  millions  of  thought  cells 
and  counts  them.  He  sees  untold  wealth  and 
weighs  it.  He  touches  and  there  is  a  cry,  a 
birth-throe,  a  response  of  wealth  which  out- 
weighs the  world,  of  music  which  gladdens  the 
heart. 

"The  secret  of  the  Lord  is  with  them  that 
fear  Him,  and  He  will  shew  unto  them  His  cov- 
enant." What  is  a  covenant?  It  is  a  secret 
between  two.  "Shall  I  hide  from  Abraham  the 
thing  that  I  do?"  It  is  not  necessary  to  go  into 
the  wilderness  ro  be  alone.     We  are  alone  in 
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the  midst  of  others,  calm  when  they  are 
troubled. 

Is  it  not  ours  to  hold  Him  near  though  in- 
visible. Are  we  not  lifted  into  the  Divine  life, 
share  our  purpose  with  the  purpose  of  Jehovah 
and  possess  an  authoritative  power  which  is 
new  to  us?  In  this  realm  of  life  and  love  we 
leave  behind  the  limitations  that  hold  us  and 
put  on  the  mightiness  which  comes  from  near- 
ness to  Jehovah. 

As  wre  think  of  this  sublime  contact  we  enter 
upon  a  study  of  wonder  and  worship.  What  a 
difficulty  wa^  involved  in  the  prayer  of  Moses, 
''Shew  me  thy  glory."  "Thou  canst  not  see 
my  face,  L  will  put  thee  in  the  cleft  of  a  rock 
and  will  cover  thee  with  my  hand  until  I  have 
passeu  by."  Here  was  a  tax  upon  the  Divine 
ingenuity.  What  disrobing,  laying  aside  un- 
bearable glory. 

Note  that  it  was  a  secret  transaction,  no  wit- 
nesses in  this  high  court;  none  then — none 
now  !  for  the  principles  of  revelation  to  the  in- 
dividual are  ever  the  same. 

The  first  touch  is  a  hiding  touch ;  then  comes 
an  overshadowing  cloud  that  the  vulgar  may 
not  see.    It  is  even  so !    Paul  was  caught  up  to 
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the  third  heavens  and  heard  unspeakable 
words  which  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  utter. 
Common  readers  think  that  the  marvellous 
thing  belonged  do  the  apostolic  office,  not  to  be 
repeated.  Nothing  of  the  kind !  It  is  repeated 
in  every  case  of  adult  regeneration.  Each  one 
by  himself  goes  into  the  secret  place  of  the 
Most  High.  How  much  can  one  help  another 
in  the  real  beginning  of  this  most  vital  exercise 
of  prayer  and  communion?  Not  much.  I  can 
lead  my  brother  to  the  door  of  the  secret  place, 
but  I  must  leave  him  there;  " darkness  there 
and  nothing  more,"  he  enters  alone,  as  the  high 
priest  entered  the  most  holy  place.  In  one 
sense  it  is  dark,  but  the  light  that  never  was  :>n 
sea  or  land  is  there,  in  the  soul.  A  gentle 
whisper,  a  trembling  impulse,  a  dawning,  a 
discovery,  a  movement  and  a  meaning. 

0  voico  that  comes  to  sacred  inner  ear, 
O  careful  outlook  of  a  region  wide, 

The  vibrant  soul  responds  to  signals  clear 
O  dulcet  rapture  of  a  rising  tide. 

This  is  the  beginning  of  all  true  prayer;  a 
sacred,  secret,  personal,  delicate  union,  under 
the  shadow  of  the  Almighty,  not  transferable 
and  not  terminable.  All  other  kinds  of  prayer 
spring  from  this.  Let  us  be  strong  at  home. 
And  if  it  is  our  regret  that  we  are  not  able  to 
tell  th<i  secrets  imparted,  it  is  our  unspeakable 
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comfort  to  know  that  no  man  can  hinder  our 
entering  into  the  secret  Presence.  We  can 
build  a  sanctuary  in  our  own  breast,  be  our  own 
priest,  our  heart  the  sacrifice,  and  the  common 
earth  the  altar. 

"  Light  serene  and  holy, 

Where  my  soul  may  rest  ; 
Purified  and  lowly, 
Sanctified  and  blest." 
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The  regime  of  the  Spirit  is  a  real,  perfected 
organization,  and  the  operation  of  a  substantial 
spirit-life  is  found  in  the  hearts  of  the  chosen. 
There  is  an  order  in  the  art  of  prayer,  and  the 
distinctions,  emoluments  and  results  will  bring 
eternal  giory  to  the  King. 

It  is  recorded  that  Nelson's  plan  of  battles 
were  made  with  such  consummate  skill  that  the 
victory  was  assured  before  the  battle  was 
fought  There  may  be  a  wide  margin  of  truth 
in  this  statement.  As  we  reverently  lift  our 
eyes  to  the  Grand  Council  Chamber  we  come  to 
conclude  that  the  plan  of  Salvation  has  a  sub- 
section of  prayer.  If  all  good  thoughts  proceed 
from  the  Father  of  Mercies,  then  those  thoughts 
are  arranged  in  perfect  order.  No  half  prayers 
are  sent  out,  the  return  trip  is  provided  for, 
and  the  answer  is  couched  in  the  supplication. 
How  many  prayers  purified  from  selfishness, 
stripped  of  the  garments  supplied  by  infirm  sup- 
plicants, rise  up  like  pure  incense  before  the 
burning  throne ! 

Out  of  the  drifting,  surging  sea  of  suffering, 
notwithstanding  mixed  motives,  and  faulty 
construction,  devout  hearts  may  come  to  realise 
that  thu  plan  of  prayer  as  it  proceeds  from  the 
council  chamber  may  be  open  to  the  gaze  of  the 
spirits  o(  just  men  made  perfect,  and  known  to 
them  a^  complete  as  any  other  part  of  Divine 
revelation ? 
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Are  not  the  plans  of  the  adversary  open  to 
His  gaze?  Are  not  the  avenues  to  every  heart 
open  to  Him?  Is  he  not  free  to  choose  time 
and  plac^,  and  person,  and  occasion,  so  that  the 
angels  may  peal  forth  their  gladness  afresh? 
Do  not  the  stars  move  with  the  regularity  of 
clock  work?  Not  one  movement  astray,  no 
haste,  no  waste,  no  friction,  no  delay.  If  this 
perfect  working  is  found  in  the  material  world, 
is  it  not  found  in  the  moral?  No  surprise,  no 
confusion,  never  taken  unawares.  Westcott 
says:  "Their  prayer  is  only  some  form  of  His 
teaching  transformed  into  supplication,  and  so 
it  will  necessarily  be  heard  and  answered." 

Only  recently  a  young  girl  came  to  see  her 
minister  to  consult  him  about  a  burden  which 
was  laying  heavily  upon  her  heart.  He  natur- 
ally enough  expected  that  it  would  concern 
some  domestic  anxiety,  or  perhaps  some  unset- 
trement  of  belief.  But  it  was  neither  of  these. 
"Pastor."  she  said,  "I  have  been  up  here  from 
the  country  now  over  six  months,  and  I  have 
not  moved  London  yet."  His  reply  is  not  re- 
corded. Perhaps  it  was  insufficient,  and  the 
maiden  may  have  gone  away  with  her  burden. 
A  simple  answer  on  the  line  of  spiritual  discern- 
ment, would  have  given  instant  relief  and  sent 
her  away  with  a  lightsome  step.  It  is  a  thous- 
and pities  that  prayers  are  broken  in  two  like 
a  ship  on  a  bank  with  her  back  broken,  by  rea- 
son of  dulness  and  want  of  vision.    Prayers  are 
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never  issued  for  a  single  journey;  they  are  ever 
duplicated  and  their  return  is  sure.  It  is  only 
the  ignorant  and  perverse  that  break  their 
prayers  in  two. 

How  long,  ye  blind  guides,  will  ye  shew  to 
the  sensitive  soul  a  vacant  face?  Might  you 
not  ha\Tc  said  to  the  maiden:  "You  are  come  to 
do  it,  and  it  is  done ;  the  very  ground  is  made 
musical  by  your  feet ;  the  very  air  is  changed 
by  the  potency  of  your  prayer ;  the  light  of  your 
eye  is  but  a  gleam  of  that  inner  light  which 
shines  with  the  beauty  of  the  Lord.  You  have 
come.  You  have  done  it.  You  arp  blest.  4 'If 
ye  shail  ask  me  anything  in  My  name,  that  will 
I  do."— John  14,  14. 

These  truths  are  as  old  as  the  hills,  but  they 
await  the  adoption  of  the  holy. 
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"He  prayeth  best  who  loveth  best  all  things 
both  great  and  small." 

In  the  day  of  prayer  there  are  three  trans- 
actions: We  enter  in,  we  are  shut  in,  we  are 
locked  in;  part  of  the  transactions  are  dark,  in- 
scrutable and  so  intensely  private  that  never 
can  another  know  what  takes  place.  These 
comunications  are  supreme,  penetrative,  con- 
trolling and  decisive.  On  the  human  side  there 
are  only  scraps  and  fragments,  never  more  than 
intimations.  Look  at  that  lonely  one  entering 
the  closet  and  shutting  the  door,  the  true  man, 
the  better  man,  the  real  man  is  there.  He  may 
stand,  or  kneel,  or  fall  down,  it  does  not  matter, 
mind  is  the  only  real  thing,  it  means  you.  There 
is  One  with  you,  the  same  One  who  put  Moses 
in  the  cleft  of  the  rock,  the  One  who  shut  down 
the  hatch  when  all  passengers  were  on  board 
the  ark.  "The  Lord  shut  him  in."  This  trans- 
action is  true  in  every  case  of  real  prayer.  We 
shut  the  door  and  we  lock  it,  and  we  hand  the 
key  to  our  companion.  How  safe  we  are,  how 
free  from  interruption.  "I  will  hear  what  God 
the  Lord  will  speak,  I  will  bring  my  thought 
to  God!" 

The  spirit  helpeth  our  infirmities,  maketh 
intercession  with  groanings  which  cannot  be 
uttered.  Mark  the  tenderness  of  this  commun- 
ication, there  is  no  magisterial  authority,  no 
putting  forth  of  commandments.  There  is 
earnest  pleading  with  groaning.     \Yrhat  is  a 
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groan?  It  is  a  low  voice,  a  whisper,  with  or 
without  pain,  if  there  is  pain  it  is  pain  of 
thought.  You  hold  a  piece  of  wire  in  your 
hand,  you  straighten  it  on  the  anvil  with  a 
hammer.  Put  your  finger  on  the  wire — it  is 
warm.  If  the  wire  could  speak  it  would  say 
the  warmth  is  from  the  blow  that  made  it 
straight. 

Our  infirmities  are  crooked.  The  spirit  comes 
to  make  them  straight.  All  we  know  of  this 
process  is  that  this  searching  of  the  heart  is 
according  to  the  will  of  God. 

How  happy  is  their  condition  who  have  God 
for  their  interpreter,  who  not  only  understand 
what  they  do,  but  what  they  would  say.  God 
knows  the  meaning  of  those  groans  wThich  never 
as  yet  knew  their  own  meaning,  and  under- 
stands the  sense  of  those  sighs  which  never  un- 
derstand themselves. 

In  the  light  of  these  intimations  we  are 
humbled  that  we  cannot  extend  our  discoveries 
or  make  known  the  process  more  fully.  In 
their  secret  recesses  we  come  to  the  mystery  and 
motherhood  of  all  prayer.  If  we  are  strangers 
here,  we  are  right  nowhere;  even  though  our 
knees  are  as  hard  as  the  floor  we  kneel  upon. 
Prayer  is  not  mechanical,  formal,  or  vocal.  It 
is  dwelling  in  the  secret  place  of  the  Most  High. 
We  enter  in  the  sweetness  of  voluntary  action. 
We  are  shut  in  by  a  pleasing  compelling  power. 
We  are  locked  in,  and  rejoice  that  our  defence 
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is  the  munition  of  rocks.  In  this  hiding  place 
we  come  to  feel  ourselves  at  home,  our  childlike 
desires  are  implied  rather  than  expressed.  The 
best  of  mothers  teach  their  children  early,  and 
one  calm  attitude  is  cultivated.  They  get  a 
lesson  in  "still."  Highly  favored  is  that  soul 
who  gets  an  early  start  in  that  exercise,  it  will 
surely  grow  and  reach  beyond  the  mountain 
tops,  beyond  the  stars.  "Be  still  and  Know 
that  I  am  God." 

Entering  the  arena  of  prayer  I  come  to  give 
not  to  receive,  to  add  to  the  common  stock  of 
spiritual  intensity,  to  sing  my  note  in  holy  song, 
to  drop  my  pebble  into  the  pond  and  watch  the 
undulations  until  they  touch  the  farthest  shore. 
The  hallelujahs  are  not  complete  without  me, 
for  I  am  a  factor  in  the  everlasting  kingdom. 

"And  thou,  0  Lord,  by  whom  are  seen, 

Thy  creatures  as  they  be, 
Forgive  if  I  too  closely  lean 

My  human  heart  on  Thee." 
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Prayer  paints  the  face  of  the  saints  fresh 
every  morning  with  the  beauty  of  the  Lord. 

To  behold  the  beauty  of  the  Lord  in  the  house 
of  the  Lord  is  to  occupy  a  position  which  may  be 
called  supreme.  Beholding  as  in  a  mirror  the 
glory  of  the  Lord  we  are  changed  from  one  de- 
gree of  glory  to  another,  and  each  degree  in- 
creases the  beauty  and  dignity  of  the  soul.  Of 
old  it  was  consideded  that  man  is  a  thought  of 
God.  Distinct,  individual,  unending.  All  after 
touches  of  the  Maker's  hand  are  in  harmony 
with  the  original  make.  That  God  thought  of 
us  before  we  were  born  is  a  common  revelation. 
In  His  book  all  our  numbers  were  written,  when 
as  yet  there  was  none  of  them ;  and  when  we 
awake  to  this  wondrous  fact  we  exclaim  'how 
precious  are  Thy  thoughts  unto  me."  Has  he 
ever  withdrawn  His  thoughts  of  us  even  for  a 
moment?  Here  is  a  man  who  is  not  ashamed 
to  say  that  he  is  a  man  of  prayer.  How  he 
began  or  where,  or  when,  or  under  what  con- 
ditions we  do  not  ask,  perhaps  he  could  not  tell 
if  we  did. 

One  morning  he  awoke  and  lifted  his  heart, 
perhaps  in  silence.  That  lifting  has  become  a 
fixed  habit  of  his  life.  He  does  not  understand 
it.  Th?  more  he  thinks,  the  deeper  he  plunges 
into  the  mystery.  As  a  humble  man  he  gives 
glory  to  God.  All  prayer  begins  with  God.  The 
Holy  Spirit's  aid  in  prayer  proves  that  He  'bears 
a  rart  with  us'  in  our  helplessness,  prompting 


17 


our  petitions  (as  an  advocate  helps  his  client]  r 
exciting  desires  too  vast  and  eager  for  us  k> 
grasp  or  express,  but  perfectly  understood  by 
God,  as  acceptable  fruit  of  the  Spirit's  work. 
This  is  indeed  the  highest  of  the  present  bles- 
sings of  the  child  of  God;  but  there  are  others 
connected  with  the  future  to  increase  his  con- 
solation and  joy.  "And  when  they  shall  lead 
you  to  judgment  and  deliver  you  up,  be  not 
anxious  beforehand  what  ye  shall  speak,  for  it 
is  not  ye  that  speak,  but  the  Holy  Ghost."  Tf 
he  is  the  prompter  in  the  hour  of  trial,  it  is  be- 
cause he  is  the  originator  of  life  and  thought. 
How  simple,  how  dignified,  how  divine  is  the 
whole  matter ! 

It  is  a  mistake  to  consider  the  church  as 
the  custodian  of  all  grace.  God  works  inside 
the  church,  but  He  works  outside  also  in  many 
cases  without  the  eloquence  of  faith  on  the  one 
or  the  anchorage  of  hope  on  the  other.  There 
are  prayers  that  are  real  but  dumb,  there  are 
answers  that  are  real,  but  undefined.  Here  is 
an  illustration:  A  ship  was  sailing  in  the  In- 
dian  ocean ;  she  had  plenty  of  sea-room  with 
danger  far  away.  The  captain  came  on  deck 
in  the  middle  watch,  and  as  a  mere  freak,  as  he 
afterwards  confessed,  ordered  the  course  to  be 
altered  four  or  five  points ;  that  course  was 
maintained  until  noon,  when  a  sail  hove  in 
sight,  in  great  distress,  with  passengers  and 
crew  numbering  seventy  souls.    They  were  ivs 
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cued  and  the  ship  went  down.  The  captain 
could  give  no  reason  for  altering  his  course  in 
the  middle  watch  of  the  previous  night.  It  was 
the  hand  of  God!  "Lo!  all  these  things  doth 
God  work  with  man  to  bring  back  his  soul  from 
the  pit,  that  he  may  be  enlightened  with  the 
iight  of  the  living.'— Job  33,  28. 
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"Heaven  is  never  deaf  but  when  man's  heart 
is  dumb." 

A  letter  bearing  a  childish  scrawl  in  lead  pen- 
cil reached  the  Liverpool  postoffice  lately ;  the 
address  was  ''To  the  Dear  God  in  Heaven," 
and  inside  on  a  tiny  slip  of  paper  was  written, 
"Dear  God:  Please  make  mother  better.  She  is 
in      of  Huskinson  street."     The  let- 

ter wras  returned,  marked  "Insufficiently  ad- 
dressed." How  many  prayers  are  insufficiently 
addressed  by  reason  of  limitation,  ignorance,, 
selfishness  and  slovenliness.  It  is  amazing  how 
grace,  wThen  it  enters  the  heart,  will  set  about 
hunting  down  selfishness.  Who  does  not  pity 
the  poor  demoniac  when  he  pleaded  to  be  per- 
mitted to  remain.  "I  will  clean  out  the  boat, 
will  watch  when  you  are  away.  I  will  do  any 
work,  only  let  me  be  with  you."  "No.  Go 
home  to  thy  friends  and  tell  them  how  the  Lord 
has  been  gracious  to  thee."  I  can  appeal  to 
the  oldest  worker  in  the  inquiry  room  to  con- 
firm this  instinct  of  the  awakened  soul.  "How 
can  I  frame  my  speech  to  bring  this  good  news 
to  those  at  home."  There  is  room  to  recon- 
struct the  theory  of  prayer.  Here  are  two 
ships  at  sea,  one  bound  north,  the  other  south; 
both  masters  are  Christians,  both  want  a  fair 
wind.  How  can  they  be  served?  One  man  is 
better  than  the  other.  One  is  anxious,  eager, 
fretful,  he  prays  for  fair  wind.  The  other  is 
the  better  man,  he  calmly  waits. 
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"  I  can  only  spread  the  sail, 

Thou  must  breathe  the  auspicious  gale." 

In  one  sense  he  does  not  pray  at  all.  He 
simply  rests  in  the  Lord,  and  leaves  the  whole 
disposing  of  events  to  the  will  of  the  Most  High. 
This  is  really  the  perfection  of  prayer.  "Not 
my  will,  but  Thine  be  done." 

Why  encumber  the  soul  with  a  load  of 
words — doth  He  not  know?  To  tell  the  Lord  in 
what  way  we  want  him  to  help  us  is  presump- 
tion. The  Holy  Spirit  is  never  given  to  minis- 
ter to  our  selfishness,  but  to  plant  in  our  minds 
the  mind  of  Christ,  who  ever  loved  Himself 
last.  We  can  reduce  our  stock  of  patience,  we 
may  clear  away  much  confusion,  we  can  save 
enormous  waste  of  energy  by  cultivating  the 
attitude,  "Not  mine,  but  thine,"  alone  before 
God,  and  in  the  range  of  our  own  private  affairs 
the  brightest  crown  the  child  of  God  can  wear 
in  the  light  of  time  is  Acquiescence. 
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Pray,  for  the  Master  prayed, 
Who  had  no  need  of  prayer; 

Weep,  for  the  Master  wept, 
In  the  light  of  another's  care. 

A  coal  miner  was  a  scoffer  and  was  ever  re- 
peating his  infidel  notions.  One  day  a  block  of 
coal  fell  on  his  foot,  and  he  set  up  a  howl  and 
cried  to  Jesus  for  mercy.  His  fellows  rescued 
him  and  he  had  curious  feeings.  One  of  them 
said  afterwards  in  meeting,  "There's  nothing 
like  a  chunk  of  coal  to  knock  the  devil  out  of 
you.  But  the  throne  of  grace  was  built  for 
something  else  than  to  listen  to  the  cry  of  a 
scare. " 

This  is  not  the  attitude  of  the  spirit  of  prayer. 
Alas, 

"Fools  rush  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread." 

With  many,  prayer  is  the  stampede  of  the 
storm  driven,  the  refuge  of  the  reckless,  the 
convenient  opiate  for  the  diseased,  the  shelter 
for  the  naked,  the  asylum  for  the  refugee,  the 
sanctuary  for  the  outlaw,  the  hiding  place  of  the 
ignorant. 

Prayer  demands  attention,  prayer  involves  a 
mediator,  prayer  includes  submission.  Man  is 
at  war  with  God.  He  must  surrender;  pride 
must  be  cast  out.  The  instincts  of  the  human 
heart  are  not  sufficient;  instinct  is  blind,  fixed 
and  independent  of  knowledge.  He  that  cometh 
unto  God  must  believe  that  He  is,  and  a  re- 
warder  of  those  who  diligently  seek  him."  How 


22 


ran  we  know  until  we  come?  The  awakened 
soul  finds  itself  in  the  presence  of  a  teacher, 
who  speaks  not  of  Himself,  but  of  the  things  of 
Christ.  We  awake  to  our  need,  our  danger,  our 
refuge.  These  exercises  are  not  single,  but  dou- 
ble. This  is  true  of  all  vital  teaching.  The  an- 
swer is  wrapped  up  in  the  prayer  every  time. 
The  heaven-born  prayer  is  the  heaven-bound 
prayer,  it  cometh  down  from  heaven,  enters 
into  the  heart  and  then  returns;  the  Master's 
words  are  true,  "Every  one  that  asketh  receiv- 
eth,  he  that  seeketh  findeth,  he  that  knocketh 
to  him  the  door  is  opened."  Some  are  desper- 
ately anxious  to  turn  special  constable  on  the 
ways  of  God,  to  find  out  whether  He  will  an- 
swer. There  are  ill-conditioned  souls,  wanting 
in  reverence,  dignity  and  vision.  If  the  answer 
is  not  included  in  the  prayer,  then  that  prayer 
is  not  from  heaven. 
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"  Whate'er  thou  lovest  best 

E'en  that  become  thou  must; 
Christ's,  if  thou  lovest  Christ- 
Dust,  if  thou  lovest  dust." 

Love  and  prayer  are  from  God;  they  consti- 
tute the  double  excellence  of  the  mediatorial 
kingdom.  Love  is  of  God,  unchangeable  and 
indestructable.  Prayer  is  of  the  Holy  Ghost; 
like  coin  of  the  realm  it  is  stamped  with  the 
image  and  superscription  of  the  King.  Coin  is 
made  to  circulate,  it  comes  from  heaven,  be- 
comes part  of  the  personality  of  the  saints, 
then  are  distributed  to  saint  and  sinner,  and  go 
back  to  the  throne,  and  in  the  ascent  changed 
into  praise.  Drop  a  coin  of  earthly  gold  into 
the  water — it  sinks,  but  the  gold  of  heaven  never 
sinks,  it  has  wings  to  fly,  feet  to  travel,  4 'How 
beautiful  on  the  mountains  are  the  feet  of  Him 
who  bringeth  good  tidings." 
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I  AM  A  PRAYER. 


The  following  extract  is  from  David  Baron : 

In  Psa.  109,  4:  The  speaker  is  the  Messiah. 
You  will  note  that  there  are  three  words  in 
italics  which  are  not  found  in  the  original.  I 

 prayer.    The  "am"  must  be  supplied 

in  reference  to  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  How 
beautiful  and  true  this  is;  He  was  prayer.  Not 
only  did  He  pray,  not  only  was  He  preemin- 
ently the  Man  of  prayer,  but  He  was  a  prayer. 

In  Psa.  62,  1:  "Truly  my  soul  is  silent  be- 
fore God."  It  is  a  very  great  comfort  for  God's 
people  to  remember  that  apart  from  their  pray- 
ers there  is  such  a  thing  as  they  themselves 
being  a  prayer. 
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Not  as  a  slave  restored  to  menial  task, 

Not  an  unlettered  porter  at  the  gate, 

But  as  a  son!  enrobed,  attuned,  enjoy 

The  highest  interchange  of  friend  with  friend. 

Not  as  a  suppliant  do  I  intercede, 
But  as  a  royal  youth  'mid  wealth  profound 
Acting  the  princely  almoner  with  joy, 
Diffusing  blessings  to  the  Saints  of  God. 

It  was  not  the  rule  for  Jesus  to  pray  with 
His  disciples.  He  gave  them  an  outline  of  sup- 
plication in  answer  to  their  request,  but  he 
prayed  alone.  As  He  was,  so  are  we,  within 
the  sacred  enclosure  of  the  secret  place.  Here 
we  gather  all  our  strength,  our  full  equipment 
for  intercession.  This  marks  a  distinct  advance 
along  the  line  of  prayer.  Something  has  been 
gathered  from  the  mystery  and  might  of  inter- 
course, which  in  lU  essence  can  never  be  made 
known.  Reflections  from  an  inner  light  may 
give  forth  some  gleams  and  the  subdued  de- 
meanor of  a  chastened  spirit  may  give  faint  re- 
sults which  express  themselves  in  the  dignity 
of  intervention.  We  reign  as  princes  and  pre- 
vail !  Tides  roll  in,  rising  higher  and  higher, 
and  search  for  the  hidings  of  His  power,  we 
revel  in  the  findings  of  His  grace,  we  unload  the 
cargo  of  the  Bible  and  distribute  the  largess  to 
saint  and  sinner.  We  enter  into  lofty  service 
with  Christlike  spirit  and  aim. 

Our  personal  doubts  dissipated,  our  fears  re- 
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moved,  our  joys  complete,  our  vision  clear,  our 
title  to  the  inheritance  unchallenged  and  unas- 
sailable. Free  in  the  largest  sense  from  the 
burdens  of  self,  we  understand  Paul  when  he 
said,  "I  am  crucified  with  Christ."  The 
world  is  dead,  the  charm  is  broken,  the  taste  is 
altered,  a  new  heavens  and  a  new  earth  absorb 
and  control  my  ambitions.  How  can  we  bless 
another  with  a  divided  heart?  If  Christ  is  not 
first  He  is  nothing.  This  ministry  of  interces- 
sion has  been  committed  to  the  chosen  and  ma- 
ture. Oh  the  labor !  Our  very  instincts  are  ele- 
vated and  ennobled.  Prophecy,  promises  and 
providences  are  searched  out  diligently,  the 
stores  of  the  Bible  are  ransacked,  brought  out, 
hoisted  up,  put  in  the  best  light. 

We  go  on  voyages  of  discovery,  beauties, 
gems,  perfumes,  fruits,  gathered  from  every 
point  of  the  compass  and  with  winning  power 
we  stand  before  the  face  of  man.  We  find  out 
what  Christ  has  left  behind.  He  has  left  a 
measure  for  us  to  fill  of  His  sufferings.  We  are 
to  supply  what  is  still  wanting  in  our  personal 
measure  in  order  to  be  complete,  or,  in  the 
person  of  His  saints,  that  they  may  fully  ex- 
hibit the  pain  and  the  power.  It  is  so  pleasant 
to  seek  for  joy,  should  we  not  seek  for  pain 
first?  Taste  the  grief  of  man's  grovelling,  pity 
his  perversity,  shed  tears  for  his  transgressions. 
We  pray  to  Christ  for  the  sinner,  that  is  one 
part;  wre  pray  to  the  sinner  for  Christ,  that  is 
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the  other  part.  We  stand  at  the  door  and 
knock,  we  wait;  it.  is  cold,  we  are  weary,  we 
fill  up  the  measure  that  Christ  has  left  behind. 
George  Matheson  says:  "It  is  not  for  His  sake 
that  God  makes  you  His  fellow-laborer;  it  is  for 
your  own.  He  has  put  the  reins  of  the  moral 
world  into  your  hands — not  because  the  steeds 
are  unmanageable,  but  because  you  need  train- 
ing as  a  charioteer.  When  you  go  forth  to  dis- 
pense your  charities  among  the  destitute,  never 
forget  that  you  are  yourself  the  largest  benefic- 
iary. Never  forget  that  at  the  very  moment 
when  you  lavish  your  gifts  you  are  the  man  who 
in  God's  sight  is  receiving  the  costliest  boon. 
Never  forget  that  in  the  hour  and  the  power 
of  sacrifice  you  are  obtaining  a  greater  privilege 
than  ever  you  bestow." 
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"It  may  be  the  highest  attitude  never  to  ask 
for  anything  specific,  only  for  acquiescence.  If 
saints  feel  it  so,  they  are  doubtless  right/ ' 

Little  short  of  the  infinite  is  the  supply  of 
human  need.  The  larger  half  of  the  race  is 
without  conditions  of  faith  and  prayer,  as  under- 
stood by  us.  The  dumb  eloquence  of  want  is 
the  only  plea,  but  this  is  effective,  for  "He  sat- 
isfietb  the  desire  of  every  living  thing."  Only 
a  part  of  the  lesser  infinite  of  stores  comes  with- 
in the  range  of  prayer.  Let  us  pause  in  the 
presence  of  these  treasure  houses.  Go  to  the 
rear  of  the  great  departmental  houses,  scores  of 
wagons  are  loading  up,  parcels  are  moving  to 
their  destination  with  order  and  dispatch. 
Glance  now  at  the  boundaries  of  Zion.  Choice 
supplies  are  being  prepared,  elect,  precious,  per- 
sonal, private,  not  one  neglected,  forgotten  or 
left.  Think  of  the  number,  distribution,  variety 
and  the  methods  by  which  they  are  chosen, 
equipped  and  guided  to  their  destiny.  This  is 
not  a  rabble,  an  host  without  order  or  discipline. 
It  is  a  family,  a  city,  a  world,  moving  in  calm- 
ness, dignity  and  beauty.  "The  joy  of  the 
whole  earth  is  Mount  Zion."  The  need  of  this 
world  is  ceaseless.  Think  of  the  stores,  and  the 
medium  of  communication.  The  channels  by 
which  the  needy  ones  are  reached  constitute 
prayer.  All  blessings  are  from  God.  All  ser- 
vants are  appointed  by  Him,  they  come  laden 
with  prayer,  they  return  laden  with  praise.  I 
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must  not  think  of  prayer  as  a  stampede.  He 
who  provides  lor  the  uncomely  raven,  who  tones 
up  the  nerve  of  the  humming  bird,  will  not 
suffer  a  confusion  to  complicate  the  highest  and 
moso  delicate  machinery  known  to  angels.  His 
movements  are  majestic  in  simplicity,  beautiful 
in  holiness,  pure  in  execution. 

I  pray  not,  then,  because  I  would, 

I  pray  because  I  must; 
There  is  no  meaning  in  my  prayer, 

But  thankfulness  and  trust. 

And  thou  wilt  hear  the  thought  I  mean, 

And  not  the  words  I  say ; 
Wilt  hear  the  thanks  among  the  words 

That  only  seem  to  pray." 


so 


INTERCESSION. 


Give  me  the  intercessor's  place, 

Within  the  holy  veil, 
That  I  may  spread  before  Thy  face 

Strong  claims  of  great  avail. 
Didst  thou  not  lay  upon  my  heart 

These  precious  souls  to  plead  ? 
Secrets  deep  Thou  dost  impart, 

I  see  profoundest  need. 
The  bond  of  sympathy  doth  bind 

My  heart  with  them  and  Thee, 
Entrancing  fervor  do  I  find, 

In  highest  service  free. 
All  I  can  hold  Thou  givest  me, 

Of  tender  Spirit's  might, 
A  heritage  of  joy  I  see, 

So  full  of  life  and  light. 
How  free  and  wide  the  open  gate 

Into  the  spirit  sphere, 
Here  I  stand  and  plead  and  wait, 

In  priestly  garments  rare. 
The  world  it  knows  not  me,  or  Thee, 

Dark  is  the  realm  of  sin, 
The  grace  that  makes  Thy  children  free, 

Life  from  the  dead  doth  bring. 
I  live,  I  plead,  I  sing,  I  reign, 

With  priestly,  princely  sway, 
Tis  thus  the  kingdom  cometh  in, 

As  intercessors  pray ! 
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